
Two Books
of Verse.

New Works of Er¬
nest McGaffey
and Will.iam

Watson.
An American poet whose work Is worth

reading has been found in Ernest McGaf-
fey. His poems have virility and melody.
They show both a natural gift of elo¬

quence and literary cultivation.
One of the most refreshing things about

Mr. McGaffey is his love of outdoor nature.

But he is inclined to rail at woman, prob¬
ably because he is young. He might re¬

member that woman is also part of nature.
The. following Is an instance of the inclina¬
tion spoken of:

I FEAR >0 POWER A WOMAN* WIELDS.
I fear no power a woman wields
While I can have the woods and fields.
With comradeship alone of gun.
Gray marsh wastes and the burning sun.

For aye the heart's most poignant pain
*Will wear away 'neath hall and rain,
Aad rush of winds through branches bare.
With something still to do and dare.

The lonely watch beside the shore,
The wild 'owl's cry, the sweep of oar,
And paths of virgin sky to scan,
Untrod, and so uncursed by man.

Gramercy, for thy haunting face.
Thy charm of voice and lissime grace,
I fear no power a woman wields
While I can have the woods and fleld3.
Here are some further good examples of

Mr. McCaffey's work:
t FIJGHT.

A hickory tree in the valley grew;
The snows and the sun and the Spring

rains found it;
And shrill-voiced winds from the north¬

ward blew.
And the dews in the night-time fell

around it.

Deep Into the earth Its fibres crept, «

And pierced the flint in the depths d<jwn
under.

Till the lightning out from the cloud-ways
leapt.

And the hickory fell, and was spilt
asunder.

And there by its side the shadowy marsh
A crane's nest held by the curving river,

Where the tall grass mingled, coarse and
harsh,

With reed-beds broad aud the sedge
a-quiver.

And the tree and the egg and the stone
lay there,

But shreds and shards at the dim earth's
portal,

As common things that could never dare
The higher realm of the far immortal.

But an Indian wrenched from the tree a
shaft

Aud struck a flint from the rock-ribbed
ledges,

And a crane's quill picked from a tangled
raft

Of reeds and weeds by the brown marsh
edges.

And the arrow sped from his twanging
bow

Till the lone blue vault of the sky was

riven,
' 1 wli'ct" vras humblest here beJow,
Xo v at the last was the nearest heaven.

A DANCER.
In the lamplight's glare she stood.
The dancer, the octoroon.

On :i space of polished wood
With glittering sand grains strewn;
Aud a vapid, rhythmic tune

From The strings of a mandolin
Leaped up through the air in viewless

flight and passed into a strident din.

Her eyes like a fawn's were dark,
But her hair was black at night,

And a diamond's bluish spark
From Its masses darted bright,
While aronnd her flgure slight

Clung a wei> of lace she wore.
In curving line of unhidden grace as she

paused on the sanded floor.

Then the clashing music sprang
From the frets of the mandolin.

While the shadowy arches rang \
With insistent echoes thin;
And there, as the spiders spin

Dim threads In a ring complete
A labyrinthine wheel she wove with the

touch of hef flying feet.

To the right she swayed.to the left-
Then swung in a circle round,

Fast weaving a changing weft,
To the changing music's sound.
As light as :i leaf unbound

From The grasp-of its parent tree,
That falls and dips with the thistledown

afloat on a windy sea.

And wilder the music spell
Swept on its jarring sound.
Advanced and rose and fell.
By gathering echoes croivned;

And the lights whirled round and round
With her Circe grace and passionate face

and a diamond In her hair.
The vftlume from which these are taken

is published by Messrs. Dodd, Mead & Co.
It contains a remarkable number of poems.
The reader will get his money's worth in
every sense.
Messrs. Stone & Kimball, of Chicago,

publish William Watson's latest collec¬
tion. "The Father of the Forest and
Other Poems." Mr. Watson is flrstvimong
the younger generation of poets. His lan-
guflj,' is magnificent, and his Inspiration
genuine. The following is the first part of
ihc poem which gives the title to the new
book:
One part of his splendid "Hymn to the

Sea" may be quoted:
Miser whose coffered recesses the spoils of

eternity cumber,
Spendthrift foaming thy soul wildly In

fury away,-*
We, self-amorous mortals, our own multi¬

tudinous Image
Seeking in all we behold, seek It and find

It in thee.
Seek it and find It when o'er us the exqui¬

site fabric of Silence
Perilous turreted hangs, trembles and dul-

cetly falls:
When the aerial armies engage amid oigles

of music.
Braying of arrogant brass, whimper of

querulous reeds:
When, at kis banquet. Summer Is purple

and drowsed with repletion;
When, to his anchorite board, taciturn

Wlntef repairs:
When by the tempest art scattered mag¬

nificat ashes of Autumn;
When, upon orchard and lane, breaks the

white foam of the Spring;
When, in extravagant revel, the Dawfl, a

bacchante upleaplng,
Spills on the tresses of Night,' vintages

golden and red:
When, as a token at parting, munificent

Day, for remembrance,
Gives, unto men that forget, Ophlrs of

fabulous ore;
When, invincibly rushing, In luminous pal¬

pitant deluge.
Hot from the summits of Life, poured Is

the lava of noon;
When, as yonder, thy mistress, at height of

her mutable glories.
Wise from the magical East, comes like a

sorceress pale.
Ah, she comes, she rises.Impassive, emo¬

tionless, bloodless.
Wasted and ashen of cheek, zoning her

ruins with pearl.Once she was warm, 8he was joyous, de¬
sire In her pulses abounding;Surely, thou lavedst her well, then, in her
conquering youth!

Surely not all unlmpassloned, at sound of
thy rough serenading,

She, from the baleouled night, unto her
melodist leaned-

Leaned uuto thee, her bondsman, who
keepest to-day her commandments,

All for the sake of old love, dead at Gj|heart though It l*.t.

Rochefort's Story of
Mis Eventful Life.

The Famous Frenchman's Memoirs
'Reveal Startling Historical Facts

of Old /Aonarchial Days and
the Last Emperor's Fall.

Henri Rochefort, unquestionably one of
tbe most remarkable men of modern times,
commenced a short time ago to publish his
memoirs in a Paris newspaper under the
title "The Adventures of My Life." The
first part of these reminiscences has just
been issued in book form.
Few men are better equipped to write

a stirring account of contemporary history,
and particularly French history, than Henri
Rochefort. He has known personally every
man and woman of note of our time, and
has been connected In some way with every
important event- He has been everything
a man can be.clerk, reporter, dramatist,
novelist, soldier, convict, deputy and one

of the leaders of the blockly Commune
which attempted to destroy Paris after the
fall of the empire. It was Rochefort's
brilliant periodical "La Lanterne" which
hastened the fall of Napoleon III. Ho has
been an Inmate of nearly every prison in
France. He has been sentenced to death
once and exiled from his country three
times. When the popularity of Boulanger
was at Its height Rochefort's paper, L'ln-
transslgeant, was the official organ of the
ambitious general.
Rochefort's reminiscences begin when he

was a child eight years old. Although
allied to very prominent families, Roche¬
fort's father was very poor, all the
immense property that his father, the
Marquis de Rochefort-Lucay, possessed
having been the prey of the revolutionists.
The grandfather took refuge at Coblentz
with all the rest of the emigrant nobles,
but being more far-sighted than the others,
he sold his property in France before It
was confiscated by the republic, and as
he was a great spendthrift, there was nat¬
urally nothing left when he cam© back to
France in 1815.
Rochefort's grandmother did not follow

her husband to Coblentz, but lay hidden in
Paris, always hoping that "the troubles
would soon end," but the 10th of August
and the arrest of Louis XVI. were the
last blows to the hopes of the royalists.
Toward the end of 1792 Rochefort's grand¬
mother was arrested and sent to the con-

ciergerie, where a little later she was

joined by Mme. du Barry, the notorious
mistress of Louis XV.
Concerning this woman Rochefort says:
"In 1793, a few days before her incarce¬

ration, the du Barry woman was still re¬

ceiving from the State a pension of 10,000
livres, which Louis XVI. had granted her.
She was arrested not, as has been said,
owing to a trap laid by the negro Zamore,
but for having stupidly attracted attention
to herself by unreasonable and incessant
demands on the treasury, which, at the
time of her power, she had completely ex¬

hausted. On entering the prison she
seemed to forget all the aristocratic man¬
ners which she had acquired in associating
with persons of quality. The common wo¬
man of the street reappeired completely
as soon as she found herself between the
four walls of the prison, in which, per¬
haps, she had been often put in her youth.
"My grandmother said how surprised she

was at the coarseness, gross ^Ignorance and
stupidity of this woman, who had filled
France and Europe with her name and her
reputation for beauty. She told my grand¬
mother that a large casket containing,
among other precious jewels, a portrait in
miniature of Marie Antoinette, magnifi¬
cently set in diamonds, which the queen
had presented to her, was burled in the
Pare de Louveciennes, where it presumably
is to-day."

OLD HISTORY THAT IS NEW.
Rochefort's grandparent also throws

quite a new light on the execution of Marie
Antoinette. The historians have told us
that the Queen went proudly to the scaf¬
fold and maintained such self-possession
that she apologized to the executioner for
having accidentally trodden on his foot.
This, according to Mme. de Rochefort,
who was an eye-witness, Is the purest fic¬
tion.
"My grandmother has often told us,"

writes Rochefort, "that the crowd around
the scaffold was extremely apathetic, and
that the Queen, who was almost in a faint¬
ing condition, was bent almost double.
They almost carried her up to the bascule
of the guillotine, on which she fell motion¬
less. Immediately after the execution, a
young man climbed up the staircase of the
scaffold and soaked in her blood a hand¬
kerchief which he immediately hid in his
bosoin. He disappeared before anybody
thought of stopping him to ask him wheth¬
er the sentiment which dictated his act
was hostile or sympathetic."
Rochefort claims that he alone knows

the true history of the Queen's necklace,
which he says was only the natural conse¬
quence of Marie Antoinette's love of pleas-
ure and extravagance. His grandfather
was very friendly with the Marquis D'Auti-
champ, who, at the court of Louis XVI.,
was called the handsome D'Autichamp.
Marie Antoinette took special notice of tho
Marquis, and it was he she confided in
when the terrible scandal' came to light
which suddenly revealed the Queen of
France accepting money from a cardinal.

A STARTLING FACT.
"It Is difficult to conceive," says Roche¬

fort, "yet it is absolutely true, that when
the Queen could not persuade her husband,
Louis XVI., to buy her the necklace, cost¬
ing 1,600,000 livres. she went to the Car¬
dinal de Rohan, who at the time boasted
of being unable to live without an Income
of two million francs a year, and of pos¬
sessing charms which no woman could re¬
sist.
Rochefort's father, during the Restora¬

tion. became Governor of one of the French
colonies, and In this position he naturally
came In contact with some of the officers
who had been stationed at St. Helena
during the time of Napoleon's Imprison¬
ment there.
"Napoleon, my father used to tell me,"

says Rochefort, "was by no means the
heroic and Impassive .Tugurtha, who, cap¬
tured by the Romans, dies of hunger with¬
out uttering a complaint. The Corsican
passed from the most haughty demands to
the most disgraceful humbleness. Every¬
body nt St. Helena was stupefied on receiv¬
ing from Napoleon a letter of condolence
which he desired to be sent to Louis XVIII.
when tho Due de Berry died. This man,
who had assassinated the Due D'Enghien,
the King's cousin, and who expressed to
the King indignation and sorro^r at the
assassination of another nephew, could
hardly inspire his enemies with anything
but disdain. Ami this disdain was accen¬
tuated when at the birth of the Due de
Bordeaux Napoleon sent his congratula¬
tions on the happy event which assured
henceforth the throne to the Bourbon dy¬
nasty.

"It Is possible that thes acts of abject
politeness conceal the li of softeningthe severity of the allie powers toward
him. He Imagined until ae last moment
that St. Helena had onlv oeen chosen as a
teriiporary place of exile rnd that before
long they would permit h'm to chose be¬
tween several places, either in Europe or
in America."

NAPOLEON'S BAD TASTE.
Concerning the marriage of Napoleon III.

to Eugenie, the journalist says: "In France
whore habit becomes a secoid or even first

nature, people imagine tliat the Empress is
an Km press. But I well remember the ex¬
plosions of incredulity with which the flrst
rumors of the marriage with Mile. <le
Montno were received and the indignant
stupefaction when the news was officially
confirmed. Napoleon had also the bad taste
to insert this phrase in his matrimonial
announcement:

" 'I am about to marry a woman whom I
love and whom I respect.'

".Tust as if a man could ever be cynical
enough to confess that he was about to
marry a woman he didn't respect! It was
as if he said directly to the French people!
Possibly you don't respect her. With me
it's different.'
Then all the ballad singers began to

compose comic songs about Napoleon and
his bride, and Mme. Montijo, tne mother-
in-law, who was totally lacking in distinc¬
tion, came in for her share. One of
these songs, entitled "Mme. Caesar," was
composed by ltochefort himself. He was
then twenty-t-no years old.
Rochefort continues: "All the members

of the imperial family, the Princess
Mathilde and others, were exasperated, and
it was they who started all the scandalous
stories about the Emperor's bride. They
declared that she had been born two years
after the death of her father. The official
proclamation of the wedding caused a fall
in stocks at the Paris Bourse and the
aristocratic Faubourg St. Germaine was
furious.
"Just before Napoleon led his bride to the

altar he made the following remark in nub¬
ile: 'She will have the virtue of Josephine.'
"Now the goings on of Josephine before,

during and after her marriage with Na¬
poleon had been so notoriously scandalous
that her grandson could not have been
ignorant of her true character. In 1870,
when I was sent as member of the Govern¬
ment for the National defence of the Tulle-
ries to sdlze the Emperor's papers, I found
a letter from Josephine to the Secretary of
Barras. It ran as follow: Tell Barras
that I shall not be able to take supper with
him this evening. Bonaparte comes back
to-night.' This compromising note had
been carefully preserved by Napoleon III.
in one of the drawers of his desk. On it
he had written in his own hand, "Keep
this.*

A WANTON AND A THIEF.
"Josephine was not only Barras's mis¬

tress, but she was an accomplice of a band
of robbers, who swindled the French Gov¬
ernment out of millions of francs under
the pretence of furnishing food and clothes
to the French army. It has been proved
that she influenced the placing of contracts,
and that she received large commissions
for so doing. Such was this Josephine,
whose virtues Mile. Montijo was to imi¬
tate. I am inclined to think that she imi¬
tated JosQphlne very faithfully, because,
during the Franco-German war in 1870 the
soldiers at Sedan were furnished with the
same card board shoes as the defenders of
Genoa in 1799."
Rochefort's parents had no great opinion

of his literary ability. When he was a

young man, he was known at home as
'the idiot." A gentleman who had pro¬
cured Rochefort a position on the staff of
the Charivari, went to Rochefort's mother
to tell her the good news.

" 'What have you done, sir!' my mother
and sisters exclaimed," says Rochefort.
'Our brother is absolutely incapable of
writing in such a journal as the Charivari.
They wont employ him three days. Ah!
the poor, wretched boy! What madness
can have taken him now?'
Rochefort's flrst duty on the Charivari

was to invent legends for pictures and car¬
toons drawn by Daumier. "The ratists,"
says Rochefort. "often turned in their pic¬
tures without having themselves the slight¬
est idea what they represented, and I had
to break my head to make the text fit In¬
telligently. For that work I was paid five
francs a month, for in those days, if any
one predicted that a day would come when
writers of mere chroniques would earn as

high as two thousand francs a month he
would be set down as a visionary and illu¬
sionist. Later, when I went on the staff
of the Figaro, and it got abroad among
the Boulevard cafes that my articles were
paid for at the rate of a hundred and
twenty francs a piece, the crowd stood
for hours waiting for me to come out of
the office. At the Charivari I got two sous
a line, and each writer was limited to a
hundred lines. This inflexible law limited
all our salaries to eighty-five or ninety
francs a month."

AUSTRIAN WAR RECOLLECTIONS.
Concerning the war with Austria, Roche¬

fort says: "The war against Austria, un¬

dertaken with the object of emancipating
the Italians by a man who held the French
in bondage, left no Impression on me. I
only remember the coming home of the
troops and the bombastic phrase of Louis
Bonaparte, 'France is the only nation
which makes war for an Idea.' This is ab¬
surd. Nations never make war, but govern¬
ments do, which is not always the same
thing and sometime it's quite the contrary.
I never took any interest in battles, all of
which seem alike to me. If j-ou receive
more bombs on your head than the enemy
you are beaten; if the enemy receives more
bombs than you he is beaten. It's a vir¬
tue in war to get killed and it's a sign of
luck when one isn't killed, but as the intel¬
lectual or moral quality of the person
killed has nothing to do with the result,
I've never been able to take much inter¬
est in war-like operations, most of which
are surgical. The only figuring by force of
arms that has ever been able to move me
or excite my enthusiasm, is the struggle
of the weak against the strong, or of an
oppressed people against its despots. So
it can be imagined how enthusiastic I grew
when one fine night in May, 1800. the news
came to Paris that Garibaldi at the head of
1,000 men had raised the standard of re¬
volt in Sicily."
During the siege of Paris, Rochefort and

a few other members of the Government
of the National Defence took measures to
keep the masterpieces of the Louvre from
failing into the hands of the Germans. He
sa.ys: "We went to the Louvre and took
down a number of celebrated pictures, no¬
tably the 'Noces de Cana,' the 'Tom-
beau' of Titian, the 'Belle Jardiniere' of
Raphael, 'Depart pour C.vthere, of Wat-
teau and we sent them to Brest, where
they were placed on a ship which wns

kept ready to sail at the first alarm. This
measure was, however, Insufficient, on ac¬
count of the number of masterpieces left
behind. Happily, and probably owing to
forgetfulness on the part of Bismarck, who
is not enormously Interested in art, our
National Museum was not Included in our
war indemnity."
The story of how Rochefort started his

famous pamphlet is most interesting.
Rochefort was one of the most bitter ene¬
mies of the Imperialist party, and the Gov¬
ernment feared him as such. He was not
able to say in the papers with which he
was connected all that lie wanted to sav,
and all that people expected him to say. so
lie determined to start a weeklv pamphlet
of sixty-four pages, in which he would be
absolutely independent. He determined to
call it "La Lanterne," explaining as his
reason that a lantern server, both to light
the way of honest people and to hansr evil
doers.
The press censorship in those days was

very severe and Rochefort had great diffi¬
culty in obtaining a permit of publication
He started with a capital of 20.000 francs'
subscribed by Villemessant, editor of the
Figaro," and M. Dumont, one of the pro¬

prietors of that journal. Rochefort thought
li n^1LW4°v,Uld«1,e.8uffic,ient lf ,hey Printed
4,000 of the flrst number, but his printer
prevailed upon him to print 15,000. The
day of publication came. La Lanterne was
issued at 11 a. in., and t wo hours later the
entire edition was bought out; bv 4 o'clock
they had sold 40.000. and the presses were
still going at full speed, unable to satisfy
the demand. By the next morning 12O.000
bad been sold, and Rochefort himself had
to run all over Paris to recruit binders to
sew the copies. No such journalistic suc¬
cess had been ever known in France The
second number was even more successful
than the tirst. and the Parisians literally
fought to secure copies. Rochefort used to
receive 500 letters a day, mostly from w*
men. Napoleon III. made several attempts
to stop the publication of the ,4Lante " but
Tvithout success. And it unquestionably
did much to hasten the final ruin of the
Empire. ^ ^

I

Small Talk
AboutBooks
With the Latest
News ofthe Good
Things in the
Magazines.

There Is hardly a more fascinating sub¬
ject In all the history of the United States
than the assassination of Abraham Lincoln
and the strange end of the man who shot
him down. In spite of the fact that it is
only a little over a quarter of a century
since that terrible night, the figure of John
Wilkes Booth is to most young minds cov¬
ered with romance as with a garment. His
life and death to old and young alike Is a
subject of never-ending Interest.
When he in turn was shot to death by

Sergeant Boston Corbott he was In a burn¬
ing barn attached to the Garrett farm¬
house, near Bowling Green, Ya. The last
person who talked to him before the shot
was fired was Jack Garrett, a young son of
Jhe owner of the place. When the soldiers
arrived Garrett talked with Booth through
the cracks of the burning barn. Mr. Gar¬
rett is now living near his old home, and
he has given his account of the last days
of Booth. The story was taken down from
his lips by Victor Louis Mason, who also
interviewed John H. Surratt, the son of her
who was hanged, and who narrowly es¬
caped the scaffold himself. The author
travelled over the entire course of the
flight of the assassins, and in every pos¬
sible case secured information from those
now living who were in any way connected
with the conspiracy. It Is this very in¬
teresting story of Booth's last moments and
the interview with Surratt_ and his trail
after the assassins which chiefly makes the
April number of the Century one of the
most desirable of the current periodicals.

?,»
Elizabeth Stuart Phelps tells, in the

April McClure's, how she wrote "The
Gates Ajar."

* » *

There will be a symposium in the forth¬
coming number of the Nineteenth Century
on the life of Cardinal Manning. The con¬
tributors will include Cardinal Vaughan
and Mr. Wilfrid Weynell.

* «
*

In the April Llpplncott's Madison Ca-
wein has the following little poem called
"Life and Death:"
Of our own selves God makes a glass,

wherein
Two shadows Image them as might a

breath;
And one is Life, whose other name is Sin,
And one is Love, whose other name is

Death.
.

* .

Anthony Hope has recently written to
the Bookman that an American firm has
published a new volume of stories by him
entitled "Frivolous Cupid." Mr. Hope
says: "I have never written any story or

any volume of stories under the title of
'Frivolous Cupid,' and I am in no way re¬

sponsible for this publication. The stories
are very probably written by me. I have
not seen the volume. But since I myself
exercise a strict censorship with regard to
the republication of my earlier essays, I do
not desire that in America, where I have
received such kind and generous encourage¬
ment, I should be held responsible for what
may be, in my own judgment, entirely un¬

worthy of republication."
One of the most notable books of the

month Is unquestionably the "Life, Letters
and Work of Louis Agass'z." bv Jules
Marcou. with its very interesting portraits.
It comes from the house of Macmillan.

Putnam & Sons announce that they are

nearly ready with "Books and Their
Makers During the Middle Ages." a study
of the conditions of the production and dis¬
tribution of literature from the fall of the I
Roman Empire to the close of the seven¬
teenth century, by George Haven Putnam,
\ "VI who also wrote 'Authors and Their
Public In Ancient Times." This is to be in
two volumes. The introductory volume re¬
lating to the manufacture and distribution
of books during classic times, was a work
which gained for it a praise there Is no

calnsaving. This work continues the study
of the conditions of literary production
which had been begun in the previous vol¬
ume. The narrative gives the description of
the work done during the MS. period in the
monasteries of the earlier "diversities and
includes also a study of the work of the
first printer-publishers. It closes with 1709,
which was the date of the passage of the
first copyright statute in Europe.Itis^tobe completed in two octavo volumes the
first of which will be published in April.

Houghton, Mifflin & Co. have ready "The

Supply at Saint Agatha's," by Elizabeth
Stuart Phelps, said to be one of the
strongest, most suggestive, most Illumlnat-
ing of all stories g-he .has written.

Harold Frederic's new novel will be out
this month, and its publishers think it is
coing to be one of the sensations of the
year "The Damnation of Theron Ware
is the title, and the story is of a Metho¬
dist minister. Mr. Frederic has sometimes
been slated by his admirers as the possible
author of the great "American novel. Is
this it?

# t

A short time before his death Loyd
Leighton assisted Cosmo Monkhouse in the
selection"* of a remarkable series of illus¬
trations from his own pictures, to appear
Qi connection with an article in Scribner s

Uagazine. This article is just published
in the April number, and is said to be
the most adequate review of Lord Leigh-
ton's career that hns so far appeared. In
the meantime, while arrangements are be¬
ing made for a biography of the late Lord
Leighton, a volume of his Academy ad¬
dresses will be brought out within a short
time. Such a volume had been contem¬
plated by Lord Leighton for some J-ears.

The Scrlbners, too, *t is rumored, are to
have the serial rights to Ian Maclaren's
next book, and the gossips In the pub¬
lishing world say that the firm has offered
$50 000 for this" literary plum. No won¬
der "Mr. Maclaren" left off making sermons
to make books!

. .

Ruskin's seventy-seventh birthday was

quietly celebrated in his country home
among the Lakes. His health is reported
fairly good for so advanced an age. He
takes long walks, plays chess and reads
novels. He is said to especially enjoy the
stories of Mr.Crockett. whose latest output.
"Cleg Kelly. Arab of the City; His Prog¬
ress and Adventures".is now on sale
everywhere. Mr. Crockett's publishers pre¬
dict a great sale for this story, and also
that two of Its characters. Cleg and Muc-
kle Alick, will be likely to lead all of his
heroes in popular favor. The work Is full
of the lights and shadows of Edinburgh
life and of life on Scotch farms aud rail¬
roads, with plenty of the author's rich
humor and subtly delicate pathos.

*
.

*

Mrs. Rudyard Kipling, It is said by one
who is familiar with their life in the
Vermont Hills, acts as guardian of her
famous husband against bores and auto¬
graph nuisances, and attends to all his
correspondence. Mr. Kipling's new book
Is all ready for the press, but it's publica¬tion. for some reason or other, is to be
withheld for a time.

*
«

*

Our old friend "Trilby" is selling to the
tune of about 6,000 copies a week in Eng¬
land. and, as a faint echo of its marvel¬
lous success here, the Harpers have got
out a Trilby souvenir with half a dozen
portraits in Trilby costume of the original
London company, daintily bound and pret-
tily executed. The Harpers have also as
new wares for the market new library edi¬
tions of "The Hand of Ethelberta" and,
"The Woodlanders," by Thomas Hardy;
"The Bicyclers and Three Other Farces."
most ol' which have Already appeared In
their magazine, by John Kendrick Bangs,
and an entertaining tale of adventure ror
youngsters, by Albert Lee, Yclept "TommyToadies," and pictured by that very droll
artist, Mr. Peter Newell.

THE EOOKf ORM.

A Rattling Romance
of Much Fighting.

"in the Day of Advefsity," Mr.
BIoundelle-Burton's New Story,

is Blood - Stiffing and
Exciting.

The sex and problem novels of recent
years, which really had much human in¬
terest, have produced a reaction and a

crop of frank and simple romances, and
so the reading public is doubly fortunate.

It would be hard to find among recent
books a better romance than "In the
Day of Adversity," by John BlOundelle-
Burton (D. Appleton & Co.), whose earlier
story, "The Hispanlola Plate," was com¬
mended as a worthy effort in the style of
Stevenson's "Treasure Island." It may
not be altogether pleasant to hear that
you have done nearly as well as some
one else, but this is an exceptional case.
"In the Day of Adversity" is a story of

much fighting and very little love. Curi¬
ously enough, the love that chiefly figures
in it is of the paternal kind. It pos¬
sesses the necessary swift succession of
events and a happy combination of quali¬
ties, which appeal alike to the pugnacious
and the sentimental feelings of the reader.
Mr. Bloundelle-Burton, in spite of his
name, has a graceful and easy style, and
one that is free from some of the affec¬
tations and awkwardnesses of Mr. Stan-
ley Weyman, whose literary efforts are of
a similar character.
The hero of Mr. Burton's tale is M.

Georges St. Georges, and its very opening
sentence is full of adventurous promise:

"All over Franche Comte the snow had
fallen for three days unceasingly, yet
through it for those three days a man.a
soldier.has ridden, heading his course for
Paris. Wrapped in his cloak, it being pre¬
vented from falling by his bridle-arm, he
bore a little child.a girl some three years
old.on whom, as that cloak would some¬
times become disarranged, he gazed down
fondly, his firm, grave features relaxing
into a sad smile as the blue eyes of the
little creature looked upward and she
herself smiled into his face. Then he would
whisper a word of love to it, press^ it
closer to his breast, and again ride on.
St. Georges, a lieutenant in the Chevaux-

Legers. of the Xiveruois regiment, has been
suddenly summoned from his garrison at
Pontarlier to Paris; and in addition to bear¬
ing in his arms his little motherless girl,
lie carries in his breast the secret of his
own Identity.that he, the poor, obscure
lieutenant, is in reality the son and heir
of the Due de Vannes, who fell on the
same battlefield with Turrene.
There are two persons interested in keep¬

ing St, Georges out of his inheritance, one
the Bishop of Lodeve, who has secured
half of the property, and the other the
Marquis de Roquemaure, who, as cousin of
the Duke, will inherit the other half. They
induce Lou vols, the War Minister, to sum¬
mon St. Georges to Paris, and' with fiendish
ingenuity plan to destroy him and his
babe on the road.
Fortunately he secures as a comrade one

Boussac, a stout and brave soldier of the
Mosquetaires Nolrs. The passage which
tells how these two St. Georges having the
baby under his arm. defeat five assassins
Is not the least exhilarating in the book.
But his child is at last stolen from him

and, maddened with despair, he meets his
enomy, Roquemaure, and the latter's para¬
mour. Then occurs a fight, the description
of which may well be quoted:

TWO MEN AND A WOMAN* FIGHT.
.' 'Kill him!' he heard the woman hiss

again as they commenced. 'Kill him dead,
Raoul'.'

, ,"A moment later they were engaged, each
seeking the other's life. And each knew
that nothing but his death would satisfy
his adversary.
"Their weapons scarcely made any noise,

so quietlv the one stole upon the other, as
point pressed point, and through the swords
the power of their wrists made itself felt.
Once De Roquemaure lunged savagely, but
the thrust was parrie d&nd returned.dan¬
gerously so. The point of St. Georges's
weapon slit his sleeve, as, like
an adder's tongue, It darted forth.
Then the other drew back and
fought more carefully, though the
beads of sweat stood on his white forehead
now. And St. Georges, observing them,
knew that he held him safe. His nerve
was gone already.the nearness of that
thrust had shattered It!
"The woman looking on.her face also as

white as a corpse's.was perhaps the
strangest figure of the three. Her 'eyes
shone like coals through the mask holes
now. Her figure shook all over. One hand
clutched the coarse cover on the table in a
mass of folds, the other tremblingly played
with the hilt of her little dagger. And the
Brecquiny being near her, she more than
once released the table cover to pour out a
glass full, drain it at a draught, throw
down the glass and glare at the combatants
again.
"Once, too, she shrieked aloud as a second

time St. Georges's weapon, lunging full at
the other's breast, was just caught 1 y the
hilt of De Roquemaure's sword and parried,though not without tearing from his breast
a piece of lace from his cravat. And she
struck herself on the mouth with ber
clinched hand.so that her lips v--.» blcndya moment after.as though 111 r>igc with
herself for having done aught to a'aim
the liotiee.
" 'You Are doomed.' St. Georges said to

De Roquemaure in a low voice, driving hlui
back toward the wall, so that now the
latter faced up the room while the former's
back was toward the table. 'Doomed! I
have you fast. Acknowledge all. or bythe God above us I slay you in the next
pass!'
"De Roquemaure made no answer; dog¬gedly he fought.a horrible spectacle.

Another thrust of St. George was, how¬
ever, also parried.the blade knocked nerv¬
ously up by the affrighted man.tearing aI piece of flesh from De Roquemaure's cheek,
from which the blood ran down on to what
was left of the cravat. The eyes glared
like a hunted animal's; the mouth was half
open.

THE TERRORS OF DEATH.
"It almost required St. Georges's mem¬

ory of his lost Dorine. of the manner in
which they had aimed under his arm at her

so appalled did his adversary appear-
to prevent him from sparing the craven,
from disarming him, and letting him go
forth a whipped and beaten hound. But
he remembered the wrong done him, the
cruel, dastardly attempts on the child's life
.and his blood was up. De Roquemaure
should die. 'The wolf was face to face
with him'.at that moment he recalled the
marquise's w.ord.he would slay him.
"Behind his back the other could see the

woman.even as he endeavored to shield
himself from thrust after thrust, and
thought: 'God, when will It come? When
shall I feel the steel through me?'.herself
now a ghastly sight. Her upper lip was
drawn back In her frenzy so that her teeth
were bare as are a dog's that pauses ere
it snaps. She was standing up trembl rig,
as with a palsv, and her mask had fallen
off. And. in 'what De Roquemaure felt
was his last moments, he saw her suddenly
rush at the sconces and knock the candles
out of them on to the stone floor where
thev lav gluttering. He supposed that she
had thoueht to disturb his doomsman.
"If she did think so she erred. St.

Georges heard the crash of her arm against
the metal, but never turned his head; to
take his eye off the other's point would
have been fatal. Instead, In the light given
by the fire he crept one inch nearer the
other.
" 'Now,* he said.'now, De Roquemaure!

and us iie spoke the other felt the iron
muscles in the man's wrist forcing his
blade down and. down; the point was level
to his adversary's thigh; an Instant more
and St. Georges's sword would release Ills,
would suddenly spring up. and.a moment
later.be through his breast.
"In his agony he shrieked: 'Au secours,

au secours!' and in a last desperate effort
leaped aside, the weapon that at that mo¬
ment sought his heart with a tremendous
lunge piercing his arm alone.
"Another moment and St. Georges had

disengaged It, drawn it forth, and was

lw'.?^ !?, P'?nge !t through the craven's
i V ?,time he would not fail!.when

nei lieard the rustle of the woman's riding
behind him; he felt a shock, and his

i?1 instantly dropped nerveless by his
side; the weapon fell from his hand, and
ne sank back heavily on the stone floor,
tne loom swimming before his eves and all
becoming rapidly dark.

THE WOMAN INTERVENES.
"Roused by her lover's cry and frenzied

by the immediate death which she saw

bim; driven almost mad, also,
i tne look of terror and mortal apprehen¬

sion on his face, she had sprung up the
St', Gorges alld burled her

h?H i, "L k"
,
She had aimed under

c £ shoulder, where she knew the re-

? i16 , a,rt was.it seemed her aim

knew tw
S £e,fe11 t0 the £round she

that she had saved De Roquemaure.
ivtlJ was not calmed; in an in-
stant she had seized the sword that still
hmV?w*»rasPed ip her lover's nerveless right
avtifti ,P!ace ln bis left, and muttered
«»11 a vo*ce did not recognize:

rrv }hrough his heart.his heart, Raoul!

,i,M-a»n^ay' ,
Otherwise It will seem mur-

ciei and confound us!

a,i I'hlf dare not,' the scared man mutter¬
ed^ shaking all over. 'I cannot, I'

'. ,Lacl}e!' and as she hurled the epithet
at Uim she seized the weapon herself in her
own white jewelled hand and drew it back
to plunge it through his breast so that it
should meet the wound behind.

/hat was not to be. Even as she
raised the sword the door was burst vio¬
lently open, and the innkeeper, with the

men and a waiting woman,
rushed into the room."

THE HERO A GALLEY SLAVE.
When we next see St. Georges he Is a

galley slave. He has ben condemned for
an attack on Louvols and for that on

Roquemaure. The horrors of a galley
t on6 SlMiLe are described from informa¬
tion based on authentic memoirs St
Georges is released through the capture of

nWr«ifalleyi *tTa ®rltish vessel, under Ad-

EnKlish navy
° takes servlce ln the

trfL*' Geo*'feres Afifhts on the English side in

Mnv iro9
naval battle of La Hogue, of

a«Y» in which the French received
an irreparable reverse. Here is a descrlp-
that- MrP?<rt t°f this enRagement, showing
well as of duels" ^ WrltC °f Sea flghts as

LA HOGUE.
"Scouts coming back swiftly on the

morning of the 19th reported the enemy in
f°rce near them, and from the Britan-

Virtrv "m,0 0 signal, received with cheers
.fir. rsi,*isn,":
hani firrtirhc ¦553.tte »'.

t° the west there loomed ud swlftlv
the topmasts of the French flacshlns- soon

hio
fisurehead of Le Soleil Royal was visi-

ble-a figurehead representing Louis stand
ing upon his favorite emblem, a great sun
and with the inhabitants of other nations

chainsPr rate &t h'S feet and bound in
" 'Behold,'' said Rooke, as St. Georees

we1f0thn(°Se t°ihlfl1' 'your ,ate King! Ah
well that sun shall set ere long, or'.-

From anThL-pf (}?Tne<i ln mor« cheers.
i rom ail those English seamen on boaid th«>
various ships-nearly 30,000 men, exclusive
hurrah asCWft?v~fihere ros? hurrah after
vanced to mJft e °P1!?sln« forces ad-
t>-»* s

meet one another. Then the
r'tannia sainted the Soleil Roval.a sin¬

ister politeness.and from the French
nf nS i. ue came an answer in the sliatfe
had begun81"8® °f 8ma11 shot Tho battie

1' rom tlie English vessels that discharge
was answered by broadside from theSt
guns; from the Britannia, the RovllSov¬
ereign Delaval's flagship.those broadsides
were poured in with Merciless precisionMoreover, the wind favored the EncHsh
Ivtntm«°w 41?ar U dld the French! their
great ships being enabled to form a circle
around their foes and to pour in their fire
on either side of them. Alreadv one French
man had blown up. hurlingVr contents
!"to the air; already, too, the Soleil Roval
t\af. bad ber maintopsail shot away by the
Britannia, in another moment she had let
down her mainsail and was tacking awav

w»£ Tlt,ltir11ng f",e- And foliowfngTier
went 1 Admirable and le Triumphant

Heavens exclaimed St. Georges as

tli!ld grimed ,with powder, he worked
^ the men under his direction at the
.?.r deck tier of guns in the Windsor
Castle. They run already! Is that the

KiSSl'^rvSS"
nirsua

she could not force her way through those
enemies which surrounded her, she could
still keep them oflf, pfevent them from

?r' Twice the Britannia and
anothei had endeavored to lay themselves
alongside her for that purpose, but the fire

yoraited from her punports was too
hot. like a gaunt dying lioness, she made
it death to come too near. Yet her strug¬
gles were the struggles of despair; already
twenty of her squadron had deserted bel¬
aud, pursued by English vessels, were tear-
ing tillough the Race of Aldernev as fast
a« their slit sails could take the^i in the
hope of reaching the lee of Cotentin. Two
alone with her.remained to share her fate
the Admirable and Trim lphfint.

THE LAST STAND,
"That fate was not yet, however; those

three ships had yet a few hours of exist¬
ence left to them. Fightincr still stni
belching forth flames and destruction, they
i<2 k

together, and so wilhstood t' e merci-

Wwi?n Tr of i1!® Britannia and Royal
?SLri iKL" i ' iast wounded and shat-
1. i»!i 0 Louis- bis emblem, the

r,^?ie dt)wntrodden representatives
.i nH

were long since shot away
a'!d floating or sunk in the sea.a favorable
T-r>?,.nIira,i? '!p* and beneath it tliey ran,

h P<» i»4 aT .4? already transferred his
}£to_ I Ambitieux. Yet, fly as thev

might, behind them came their pursuers as
fast as they. Delaval, In the Royal Sov-
eieign, with a small squadron, riever halted
n the chase Still pouring vol'ley upon Vol¬
ley from his bow fire into their sterms he
hung upon them, and when they found thev

C'herbo'urgen^er ^alo, followed them to

ONE FORM OF DEATH.
During the following days the English

were employed in destroying the stranded
trench ships. In the course of one of
these expeditions St. Georges saw his ene-
my Roquemaure. die. Then he found him-
selt shut in a cabin of a burning ship. An
example of Mr. Burton's power of breath¬
less description follows:

bieatn-

Drenched with sweat, paralyzed with

nnr/°nTt aiS f\e terl"°r of awful death,
^

death itself: livid with borror,
ii
was "°t aware such was the

case, his lips parched and glued together-
ni whether Ids limbs weri shale'

ing beneath him or the deck of thf cabin

hU RtrirH before Its impending upheaval;
his starting eyes glared round the prison
he was in. And as he so glared lie saw.
ii yoa gave him a moment more.uis op-
portunity. The great square ports (an in-
mention of but the last few years, iind su«
perseding the old s'mall round ones) fur¬
nished that opportunity.
"With a gasp.nay, almost a cry.he

clambered on the locker beneath the near¬
est one.again It seemed as though the
ship was quivering with the impending ex-
plosion!.thrust his head and sh.mlders
through, dragged the sword by his side
carefully after him, seized a top chain
hanging down Into the water, and was him¬
self in the water a moment later. Tl-en a

heVhnf,- witli t,hn,St °f 011e f0»t a, "st
« M 1

' an impetus obtained tl v
which propelled him a dozen feet fro
vessel a few masterful strokes mad.
y, all trembling with fear and ho'
he was, and he plunged into a
black smoke, the cinders amoncr
hissed on his face as he struck it
was saved.saved from that mos
death, even though countless othe
surrounded and loomed up befi
saved, at least, from being disi
and flung piecemeal in a million
the bosom of the ocean."

Persons
of Fame.

The King of Spain
and His Queer
Infantile Sol¬

diers.
The Queen Regent of Spain, a ruler with

whom this country now has interesting re¬

lations, is described by a Madrid corre¬
spondent as being very devoted to her peo¬
ple. A few days ago, while driving out
with the Archduke Eugene, she met a

priest carrying the Viaticus to a dying per¬
son. She alighted with her brother, invited
the priest to take her seat, and followed
the carriage on foot to the house where
the moribund person was lying. Her Ma¬
jesty went up to the second floor, and
found a young woman of about three-and-
twenty awaiting to receive the extreme
unction. She spoke in a motherly way to
the poor girl, and made particular inquir¬
ies as to the parents' condition. On her re¬
turn to the palace she gave her private
doctor instructions to pay the patient sev¬
eral visits a day; and the necessary medi¬
cines, and some choice food, besides $50 in
money, were sent to that sorrow-stricken
home.

.
* *

The infant King, Alfonso XIII., loves to
play at soldiering. He has formed a small
company, recruited from the sons of the
servants attached to the royal stables, and
raised this juvenile corps to a very fair
standard of efflcienoy. Last week the boys
and their families were offered a splendid
lunch by the little King, who, accompa¬
nied by his mother, remained for some
time with his guests.

*
* *

The Crown Princess Frederick August of
Saxony is a very unaffected person. Dur¬
ing some private theatricals at court re¬
cently she took thd part of a maidservant.
Her clever and spirited acting elicited
great applause up to the point when the
duty of the servant made it incumbent
upon her to black the master's shoes. The
extremely realistic way in which she por¬
trayed a vulgar young woman moistening
and polishing a leather shoe brought her a
reproof from the King himself, who said:
"AVe are among ourselves, it is true, but
even then a royal princess ought not to
know so exactly the manners of a maid."

*
.

*

The Czar and Czarina have announced to
the Russian Embassy in London that they
will leave St. Petersburg for the corona¬
tion festivities on May 19, arriving at the
Petroffski, in Moscow, on the following
day. The state entry of the Emperor and
Empress Into the Kremlin will take place
on May 22, and the coronation on the 20th.
The coronation fetes are to continue until
June 8.

*
m m

The PrJnice of Wales now uses unpolished!
silver hair brushes without handles. The,
task of brushing his hair Is one of some
difficulty.

? * * '
Sir ChK.de Champion de Cresplgny is aa

English baronet and the head of one of the
most ancient families in England. Last
week he was fined In a provincial police
court for riding a bicycle at the rate of
twenty miles an hour on the public road.
Simultaneously he has published his rem¬
iniscences, in which he relates that he has
superintended an execution, ridden some
races, made several halloon ascents, has
appeared in both the police and bankruptcy
courts, and has changed his cluba.

* * *

When the Prince of Wales recently paid
a visit to the great English seaside resort
of Brighton the local rival of Alfred Austin
wrote some verse, which was pasted up on
a principal arch and read In part as fol¬
lows:
"To Rrlghton comes the Prince this day.So gave him a right royal welcome, aye;And one cheer more for the Princess whoWould have come if able too."

. * *

King Prempeh of Ashantee, the strango
Central African country just grabbed by
the British, had, like Napoleon, a devoted
valet. Prempeh's Marchand has been giv¬ing his impressions to the public. The
valet is a native of the Krobo country. It
was his duty to wash his master' every
morning, and he says he was very kind to
him. His Majesty used to rise early for
breakfast. After that the courtiers de¬
voured what was left. The next perform¬
ance was a drinking bout, of which rum
was the principal feature. A visit to his
500 wives, the hearing of causes and a
heavy meal of meat followed. Stealing
was punished by imprisonment in the
stocks, and murder and adultery by death.

* »*
Mr. Holman Hunt, the famous English

painter of religious subjects, is an earnest
advocate of a scheme to roneople Palestine
with poor Jews. He says that this scheme
would restore prosperity to Palestine, put
an end to 1he iniquitous rule of the Turks
and save the Jews from the persecution
to which the.v are subjected In Russia and
Germany. The scheme has many sympa¬
thizers. '

The Correctional Tribunal of Brussels has
just had before it the case of Prince
Charles de Looz Corswareni, a member of
one of the most ancient families in the
Low Countries. He was charged with ob¬
taining money from usurers and lenders on
the security of dowries of titled and
wealthy ladles, in whom lie had raised ar¬
dent matrimonial hopes. It appeared that
he had raised a million francs in this way.
After a protracted trial, the court found
that defendant suffered from hereditary
mental degeneracy and monomania, taking
the form of abnormal ambition. In this
country we should say that such ambition
would find a suitable field in Sing Sing.
Caslmlr Felix BadenI, the present Pre¬

mier of Austria, is the son of a cook.. His
lather, nh) was the chef of one of tie
last Kings of Poland, was created a
Count.. Then h's aunt, the fanfous Ger¬
man actv "-s, Anna Wierer, loft him half
of her large fortune. In 1871 he became
District Chief of Zolklew, anil two years
later entered the Ministry of the Interior.
For a time li? was r.itached to the admin¬
istration of the Statthalter In Galicia, but
he retired frc.m his office to care for a large
estate that had been intrusted to his man¬
agement upon tbe death of his father.. In
1888 he was jiade Governor of Galicia, an
office he held until he was appointed Prime
Minister of Austria by the Emperor Franz
Josef. He Is said to be,worth §2,500,000.

*
*
*

The opinions of Sai-ah Grand, discoverer
of the new woman, on Mr. .Hardy's "Jude
the Obscure" and Mr. Grant Allen's "The
Woman Who Did" are interesting.. To an
Interviewer she said: "I have a great re¬
spect for Mr. .Hardy's genius, but I cannot
make out whether he inteadoJ to teach
anything by 'Jude the Obscure.' The work
is colossal in strength, bat ethically It Is
amorphous. I perceive no special teaching
in it." Her reply to the question, "What
do yo,u think of 'The Woman Who Did'7"
\f-as more pointed. "It seems to we," she
sTaid, "that Mr. Grant Alton warns us to
return to the custom*; o' the poultry yard "

* ,
*

The famous painter, Franz von Lenbach,
¦"vs that Bismarck always treats him as

of the family when he Is at the chat-
.alnting the ex-Chancellor's portraits,
vays embraces me as I arrive and
Mid treats me as a Bismarck,"

Lenbach. "He has a certain
me, and tries to athow that I
nbecile. However, In my ¦work

"',3* 'e ins no Interest whatc or.''


